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Rome, February 22, 1853.
My Dear F. J——: Never, in my own coun-
try, do [ remember to have felt such emotion
as | feel to-day, in  strange, foreign land, on
ihe anniversary of the birth of our beloved and
sonarated Washington.  In this lovely btnt des
.eperate clime, the glory of whose past is but
« gorgeous pall, enveloping but not hiding the
death nod deeay of its present, surrounded
by 8 penrll! powerless, s, indolent,
oppressed, but with the despairing soul of
possibilities looking from their eyes, like some
forgotten prisoner gazing mournfully through
gtrong dungeon-bars—here, breathing the close
and heavy nir of civil and religions
do | fael what he was, and all he did for vs, for
freedom, and for God; and my heart glows
with fervid gratitude to Heaven for the im-
messurable viches of that great gift, not to us
alone, but to the world, to the ages, of re,
heroie life, embodying, defending, and enthron.
ing, smong men, the oternal principles of jus-
tico and freedom.

When I find the oharacter and career of
Washin t_ft on studied here, by the fow yet faith-
ul to th
Lhou I sce his name bring the unaccustomed
light to eyes heavy with watching and mourn-
ful with disappointment—when 1 hear that
nime spoken with deep reverence by lips that
Lave sworn devotion, to the death, to la liberta
del popolo, then I realize, a8 nover before, the
universality of his grentness and the b:i:iickoning
immortality of his memory. [ believe that,
though God has sent and yet may send leaders
as pure and true as our Washington—gifted
with more of the electrio element of genins—
shining with more splendid qualities of heroism,
that e lms‘heen and will be the secret soul of
every popular uprising against ression—
every rf:lﬁe polir.igral n%ulustinon : fo(:'p Ft:ia grand
endeavor was sanctioned and sanctified by a
complete and pre-eminent success - he attained
to the very height and erown of his heroie un-
dertaking, and there he stands, for all time,
baldly relieved against heaven, the terror of
tyranny, the strength and inspiration and ex-
ample ‘of the oppressed—the bold rebuker of
kingly wrong, the stern vindieator of the
people's right—the rebel triumphant—the sol-
dier olive-crowned, the patriot with clean and
empty hands. Such is the far-reaching depth,

the eternal vitality of one gru"h heroic life
#nding its roots abrond into lands, and
lacing together continents and nations in bonds
of unseen but indestructible sympathy—such
the far-sounding weight of one mighty

gloriously accompli which, amid treach-
erous straits of defeat and despair, off perilous
shores of rock-seated power, anchors safe

against leagued tempests, the great hope of the | .

world,

Yoa have doubtless heard, ore this, of the
emeute ab lnﬁlhnl, ml:;‘o;? disastrous uam'i.nthou
Wesee very little a it, excopt in Galignani,
and its version is that of the Government, or at
least sanctioned by the authorities, and so can
herdly be impartial. But from an ltalian friend
| hear that the plan of revolt was most ably
wd sytematically formed, and might have been
socessful, but for treachery. Still I can but
regard it ns a premature, an ill-advised, an
utterly mad movement. The hour is not yet
come—the cup of this people’s ation is
brimmed with bitterness—I would have it
overflow, They sigh, and look weary and de-
jected under the weight of op{::ion—-l would

ave them ery out till the vens heard—
would have their agony turned to rage, and
their shame to a righteous vengeance. Then,
and then only, will they work out for them-
salves, resolutely nnd effectively, their political
und religious redemption.

1 #ee everywhers among the Italians, faces
restless, dissatisfied, and mortally sad ; but few
expressive of the unflinehing firmness, joined
to fiery valor—the strength and grandeur of

urpose, and pure, honest devotion, im; ve-
iy neoessiry for such s mighty work. The
iwon pricks sharply, but has not yet entered
their rouls.  In modern Italians, the primitive
Komau character, manly and ru;fnd and stern,

;j-ul like an old k'i,usl] onk in eelya;imrl.-

and enthralled by parasite graces of poetry
ud romance, and s moss-like indolence and
wilness, The hroad arms which once wrestled
with tempests are fallen, and storms go by un-
challenged, while in the melancholy vines
which cumber the sapless trunk, sweet-singing
tirds are nurtured. Yet the roots run

tnd wide, and there are hopeful souls who be-

lieve that there is life ::hthaan still, which wilj

yet spring up in strength and vigor greater an
more beneficent than those of oflo. God grant
it may ha so !

The more | see of Italy, the more am I con-
“inced that there is no hope for the libérty of
the pestle here, or in any Catholie country
:1?;: lhr“ughithe total downfall of the Pa,

Cmucy—that ancient bulwark of tyraony,
that hoary conseerator of injustice and hi',z-
handed political evime, It in true, the Church
bas not the visible and she once
bad | bot | am convinced that she has lost little
of her real strength and weight in the affairs

o the world.  She may not number a8 many

"worn knights and dayout soldiers as in the old
time, but she has her hosts of ted and

tnscrupulous agents, her armies of Jesuitical

&’;H' in otm.nip;;tenl in her diplomsey,

omnipresent in her spies. In old tim
the made arrests and an?u.:ﬁ.m in theop:
duy . she now arrests in the night, and the dark

*quel may never ba known. Some of the ter-

fible prisons of the Inquisition may be emptied

]::d thrown open, but only, it would seem, to

t forth upon society their poisoned atmo-
"Whore, sending suspicion and inseeurity and
eruelty abvond. The satanie T.m it of In-
ammmp. which oncesat in hau ty supremacy,
T:}:-n;uuglﬂamu and tortures, has boenﬂ,mv-:

" e throne by the spirit of the age—but

':: destroyed.  He myq'l::n taken to dark

e d.“'?'-l'!rluul ways—may act secretly and

Jow oy, may deal more with the and

% With the }od o

hut itels ), =
be sots 1. Oken,_his all
o of | ool a of oid, againat ol true

::.n’[ and m all trae enlighten-
ful E:mn the ouly great and succem-

‘ruation more complete comprebensi

than that of Luther—that with the lea:

:ﬁ;l}:‘nr:l”lnd ho:.lo-wy of Matini, = Deo ed
"opolo ! " must be thundered

[otisigs of Church and M b" . i
Une thing seems to me

"ute of things cannot Jong endure. The hatred
::' this toward their French and Aus-
"o m and their impstience under

ﬂ'ui.'l‘"ll rule, grow hotter and more intolerable
e, 0 the long-suppressed indignation

ool L:uud and passionate spiri
m* better of their despairing indolence.
can ALof Italy is even now shaken with vol.
Nio tn\mm“ “‘o
oI5 s they may, the great convulsion, the

% And be
g hour of her full and triumphant revels-
lnape. U ber ancient realm—an sngel of de-
Pra® 10 the captive, s Nomesis to the op-

"% the divine goniws of enfranchisement,

o forlorn hope of Italian freedom— grasped

: Statos to Rome, gave a

February 23.
®This morning I returned from a long walk on
the Pincio, full of hope that the dark and rainy
weather we have had for the month
thunder and lightning, and hail and enow—
wero at last giving place to sunlight and
warmth, and bird-songs and flowers. The air
en that delightful xrmc.n.de was clear and
still—the sky soft snd blue, without one threat-
ening cloud, and the sunlight such as seems to
melt through yoor flesh, till you fancy it

i 1den and winey richuness through
?:u': ::t:m' hether it pla;od in the gardens
of the slopes, glistening over the laurel loaves,

ing ® richer tinge to the ripened orange,

mgg ionately in the hearts of roses, or
kissing pityingly the rain-tears from the faces
of the uﬂl ed violets—or, flashing on the dome
of St. Peter’s, and the snow-crowna ol
the Sabine hills—it was the same peculiar, deli-
cious, Italian sunshine, tender and loving in its
utmost —not darted down in trenchant
rays, but falling softly and slowly—a dew of
light.
Scarcely an hour hos gone by, and Nature
has returned to her frownisg sud stormy
mood—the whole heavens are overcast, and the
rain is falling in torrents. 3

These are hard times for the beggars, as they,
like [talians of better estate, are extremely sus-

tible to wet and cold. During a rain, you

will scarcely meet one in a long walk; but in
the suony interludes they come out upon you,
from unsuspected places, thick and fast, hun
and elamorous, the lame and the lazy, bound-
less in impudence and inexhaustible in imposi-
tions. Some two weeks ago, as [ was coming
down from the Trinita d: Monti, | found a
poor man lying by the way, apparently dying
of hunger and disease. Having no money with
me, [ ran into a studio near hy, and Legged a
few bajocchi of an artist-friei 1, while a woman
who had come up to the man while I stood by
him, applied at a neighboring house for a 'I,:m
of bread. She brought a whole loaf, which he
and began to eat ravenously, pocket-
ing the bajocchi I gave him, without a word.
He seemed suffering from low fever, and was
so frightfully pale, wenk, and emaoiated, that
I did not believe he could live twenty-four
hours. But yesterday, in nearly the sume spot,
I found him again, in quite as critical a state,
apparently. Again | gave him money, which
be took with a feeble groan, mot even lifting
his face from the pavement. His hearing waa
dulled, or his voice too weak to answer my
questions ; and, seeing rome Italians approach-
ing, I hurried away, fearing he might give up
the ghost at my feet, and not choosing to wit-
ness the melancholy scene. About two hours
after, I came aoross the same man, carrying on
his dyi# agonies in the Via della Croce, on the
other side of the Piazza di Spagna. He was
lying prostrate, and with his face hid, as usual;
but as [ approached him, I observed for an in-
stant a keen eye peering up through straggling
black locks—then, url.houghlhe had m;mamd
his expiring energies for one last appeal to my
humau?ilty End womsohood, he sent forth a
fearful groan., But I was up to him this time.

Thero is on® little r-boy 1 frequently
meet, who is an actual delight to me for his
witty persuasion and ful impudence. He
is n child of about mine—not handsome, but
remarkably clever-looking, with lively, saucy,
laughing eyes, 8 musienl voice, and the most
easy, dashing, insouciant manner imaginable.
He begs for a blind father ; but whenever ho

the old man to grope forlornly, and run at our
side, bat in hand, talking emilingly and conx-
mgl.r in this wise: “ Good morning, kind In
dies! You have several bajocchi fur me to-day!
No? Then periisps you have & paole—that's
sll the better, Remember my poor father; he
is blind; he csnnot see the sky, the flowers,
and the bheautiful ladies. Oh, yes, yes, you will
give me something tor him"” And we are sure
to give, if we hava a bajoccho in our purses: if
not, he still smiles cheerily, saying, ** Un altro
giorno,”’ (another day;) and on tha next ocen-
sion of our meeting, he never fails to remind us
of our promise, though always in the most gal-
lant nnd agrecable terms possible,

Iama deal interested and amused by
the professional models, who “ most do congre-
gate” on the great flight of steps leading u
to the T‘l"'[t:;;:fﬂ di ﬁorm' frt«:n the” Piazza di
Ly re are often to beseen picturesque
lup:%ed groups, and single figures of li:l?:‘lln‘
charaoter. Handsome t women, with
charming brown babies—wild, long-haired
hoys from the mountains—raven-bearded young
men and snowy-headed old men—and oog:lhet-
tish young girls, with flashing eyes and -
ing costumes. Theroe is one grmd-lookmg old
man, with a bounteous white beard, who in
gaid to do a great business in the saintly and
patriarchal line. He is a multitudinous Moses,
an inexbaustiblo St. Joseph, and the pictorial
stock Peter, of many seasons, There is also a

werful, handsome, dark and terrible-looking
g]llnw, who does the brigand snd bravo.

These various candidates for artistic favor
secm to have the most sociel and a ble
relations with each other—indeed, I have re-
marked the patriarch chatting and lsughing
with the brigand, in o familiar manner soarce-
ly in keeping with his own venerable charac-
ter. But, let an artist or two ascend the steps
and, presto, the dark-eyed young girls ceare
their 1dle gossip and spring into position—look
archly or mournfully over the right shoulder,
or with ol hands modestly contemplate
the pavement—the tty pensant woman
snatches up the baby she had left to creep
about at its own sweet will, and bends over it
tender and Madonna-like, while, at n word
from her, a skin-clad little shepherd boy drops
his game of pitch-penny, and takes up his role
of St. John. Perhaps a dark, dignified, but
somewhat rheumatic old woman, with her head
wrapped up in & brown cloth, makes a modest
venture of herself as St. Anna, while the fine
old man I have described makes the most of
the comparatively unim t character of
St. J or, separating himself entirely from
the group, looks authoritative as Moses, or in-
spired as Isaiah, or resoluto as Peter. The
handsome bravoor brigand gives a fiercer twist
to his moustache, slouches pointed black
hat, appears to be concealing a d;spr under

of draw

his brown cloak, or on the pont ing an
imagi pistol from his belt—sets his teeth,
scowls, and cultivates the diabolical generally
in attitude and @ i It is altogether a

very amusing and skillful piece of canvassing,

Though nino years have rolled by, and

broaght revolutions and a few other little

changes in Rome, since Dickens spent & winter

here, yet these steps aro to-dn{,spu'ml what
v

he pictures them. Indeed, | e that our

friends, the i and the brigand, are the

identical person whose aits stand out

#o livingly in his grotesque but exquisite de-
ption.

Mr. Cass, Chargié d‘A]ﬂ'm'no from the United
arge musical sorrée on
the 17th, which was one of the pleasantest

evonin thel huuhndulinulu;?e

i entertainmenta gi r.
Cn-mrnﬁnbl, as r'?n.:,’hhn-
self & most accom; host, in ever ospecial-
ly attentive and kindly to Americans. It surely
will be » matter of on many accounts,
if he is withdrawn or resigns his present
official —=& position for which he seems
admirably fitted, by, intelligence, cultivation,
HC, ax

to our ond to art is this untimel

taking away of a life whose hﬁ:‘..‘w

eares and un “m

Sunos, s0me and
-ﬂrhbﬁul:ldhh:‘ﬂ

“hew, pgg equality, to the people.

sees any of us whom he knows, hio will loave | g,

care, and bathed with scothing balm s heart
weary and sore with waiting, and toil, and sor-
row. Oh, the inexpressible consolation we find
in simply falling back on the early-learned and
only true and sustaining faith, " that though
many events may seem untimely and untoward,
that all things happen in God's time, and that
“He doeth all things well.”
This mother-taught trust of my childhood is
only defence against the wild anxieties
:Zieh sometimes beset mo for my own beloved
ones, from me by such fearful stretches
of Jand and ren. I helicve—yes, T know—that
we are all within the broad and fatherly ken
of Him who careth for us with a tenderness as
infinite a8 his wisdom and his power. I know
not how it is with others, but my own faith in
Heaven is beyond measure strengthened and

of | vivified by separation from kindred and coun-

At ®, there wns ever n sense of ];ro—
tection and sustainment against the ills of fate
and fortune, in the consciousness of the many
loving and devoted hearts heating about me;
but gcro, I have none but God. As when at
sea, [ was nightly roocked to sleep by the heay.
ing of the great waves which might at any
hour sngulf me—so now, the very awful sense
of the great deops of Divine Providence beneath
and around me, brings with it peace and re-
pose.
March 1.

On the evening of February 27th, we attend-
ed an entertainment at the Braschi Palace, of
tableaux vivants, after the old masters. Here,
some of the noblest and most beautiful figures
of Raphael and Guido were ur{ creditably
represented by Roman models. The old patri-
arch of the Scali Nate played many parts with
immense applause. There was also o fine fo-
male model, named Caruoei, who showed very
grandly in some characters; and there were
several handsome children, who did their difi.
cult and wearisome devoirs in & most admira-
ble manner. Some of the effects produced
were striking and beautiful in the extreme:
but the selection of pictures did not seem to me
very happy. There were too many Holy Fam.
ilicg—it 18 not in human, at least Protestant,
nature, to enjoy such & monotondus succession
of Madonnas. The lon%intsmls between the
pictures, only relieved by some dismal hnrqi
playing, were tiresome enough, and the ha
uncom%rhbly cold; so the entire affair was
rather slow, and I was heartily glad when it
was over. Against one of the walls of the
Braschi Palace stands the antique torso, to
which the witty satires of the tailor Pasquin
and his frionds were affixed in the time of the
Borgias. This, thongh supposed to be a figure
of Menelaus, is called the statue of Pasquin;
and the bold breeches-maker's fame is also
perpetunted and spread over the world, in the
term Pasquinade. Yours,

Grace GrREENwoOOD.

For the National Era.
THE MADIAI AND THE SLAVES.

In one of the Southern States, a fow wa;ks

, 8 small sat down to supper, when

ﬁ of the l:;:a? related to the Oﬂgl?:lﬂly the

ousa of the Madiai, which now seems to be at-
tracting the attention of Christendom.

About half the number of persons present
were Anti-Slavery, the other half Pro-Slavery.
All seemed to receive the mccount with deep
feeling, and a part with high indignation, ns
the following colloqay (literally given) will
oW
Pro-Slavery. “ Do you say thoso le were
charged wil.}? no oﬂ‘ezoa bugmdin]:: e Bible,
and, in consequenoce of that, leaving the Romish
Church ?

gnri-% . 1 do. et

ro. Those ought to urnt,

Anti. Onghtr:oo%: FmEul?

Pro. Yes, those who imprison
reading the Bible ought to be burnt.

Anti, But remember it is not the people, but
the law, that imprisous them.

Pro. Then the law ought to be burnt; and
if I was there I would burn it.

Anti. But recollect we have the same law

le for

here.

Pro. What do you say?

Anti. | say we have the same law here—a
law that forbids a part of our population to
read the Bible!”

Not another word was spoken duﬂnﬁfw.
After retiring from the table, another 8-

member of le? o%mpany bmhw:llzjn nu;:y
embarrassing silence, by saying, “ , that
is & most abominable law; and the trath is, if
I owned alaves, I would teach them to read the
Bible in deflance of law.”

It may not be amiss to remark, that many
of the most zealous advocates of slavery may be
found among those who do not own slaves—
who never owned one—and who have not the
most remote hope of ever owning one. This
mtly be seen wherever slavery ia seen.

t is a pecaliar feature, which [ think is not
represented in H. B. Stowe’s admirable, incom-
parable, and almost faultless daguerreotype.

It has been thought by many an inexplica-
ble mystery, that men and women, not inter-
ested to the value of & farthing in slave prop-
erty, should be among the blindest, maddest
devotees of the apirit of slavery. Itis not mere-
ly that they would fiatter slave power—it is o
stronger motive, more deeply hidden in the se-
eret winding:ofﬂn un erate human beart,
and is probably this: that being restrained
from owning laves only by the want of pecu-
niary means, they look upon slave-holders as a
privileged class, entirely distinet from and far
above ves, and are only able to endure
their own humiliating position by their com-

tive elevation sbove the poor Parishs, so
ar below them.

The curse of caste doub&e- exists whalrever
sin exists, but nowhere with greater virulence
than here, with those who love to degrade the
degraded, and oppress the oppressed ; to whom
[ negro is an object of aversion; a culti-
vated slave an object of hate; and a generous
master, or conscientious mistress, an ohjeet of
vituperative calumny, It were to bo wished
that H. B. 8. may yet hold up a mirror before
this class, and show them

" That hideous thing, & naked human hoart."”

It was an error to speak of “ Life among the
Lowly” as a daguerreotype. It is a full-length
portrait, not quite as large as life; like most
other its, u little finttered ; the complex-
ion not Taiu 80 dn.:hmd the fnhw:u not qui:f
80 horrid, as i when stri
its “silver ut%’q Sllv;’}":adl in the m of
eternity, before the Great White Throne, con-

with the Holinesa that “sgitteth there-
m.ﬂ

But it is an unrivalled portrait, which the
sunlight of truth is transferring to millions of
human minds. Will the children forget little
Evat! Eva can never die. Her thin, slight,
delicate fingers will crown many & brow with
llunpulﬁ;:ty.inmdoﬂhf il, perishing
flowers she twined for her dear old friend.

Eliza Hsrrilwillearryu:zl child serom
tho Ohip, besides her own little Harry. Even

C will extricate many n crea-
Fore Desides Bonel hoble heart of

“‘Nin‘ 'blﬂ to "l'll n malmk!? “‘
them by the Spirit of Love,

hmpn; Toplg‘:"!idll goli.nrthlolnw‘::zwld-
vate the seed of truth in Africa’s luxuriant soil,
was not to bo expected that Satan woald

such a book to without persecntion
. I”.P:: to see the at-
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Can the Goliath ofph‘nhmd unbarm-
ed by this simple sling and stone? Will not
the hungering and seck till they shall
find the channel through which the bread and
wine, the light and love of the kingdom, ware
conveyed to the heart and soul of dear old Un-
cle Tom? The poor enslaved Catholics will
rend the Hible, even if they have to read i
the South reads Uncle with the ourtains

w
£

- er can never
take away ; and the “ » will eanonize Un-
cle Tom and Eva; and cardinals will

venerate them; the f will love them, and
do them homage.

Let no inoense be burned to the gifted and
dearly-loved authoress. May the dear Lord
Jesus keep her heart low at his footstool, for
it is His truth and His love that gives her little
book all its power. Her ini visit to Eu-
mpehnnaoofmhmdhrm.
She had befter coma to the South. Persecn.
tion is less to be droaded than adulation.

© A Noagu Cagorisa Womax.

For the National Era.
THE LAST GOOD NIGHT.

Close her eyslide—prem them gontly
O'er the dim and eyes,

For the soul that made them lovely
Hath returned unto the skies;

Wipe the destb-drops from hor foreliesd,
Boever ons dear golden treas,

Fold her loy hands sdl meekly,
Bmooth the little sewy dreas,

Beatter fowers o'er Ler pillow—
(entle flowers, so pure and white—

Lay this bud upon her bosom;
Thero—now softly say, Good smight

Though our tears flow fast and faster,
Yot we would not eall her baok,
We nre glad her feet no longer
Trend life's rough and thoruy track
We are glad our Hoenvenly Father
Tuok ber while her beart was purs,
We are glad Le did not lenve Ler
All life's trials to ondars ;
We are glad—and yet the tear-drop
Falleth; for, alas' we know
That our fireside will be lonely,
We shall miss our darling so

While the twilight shadows gather,
We shall wait in vain to foel

Little nrms, all white and dimpled,
Round our neoks $o softly steal |

Our wet oheeks will mise the pressure
OFf sweot lips so warm and red,

And our bososms sadly, sadly
Misw that darling little bead,

Which was wont to rest there sweetly
And those gentle eyes, so bright,

We shall miss their loving glances,
We shall miss their sl Govd night

When the morrow's sun is shining,

They will take this cherished form,
They will boar it to the ohurchyard,

And conwign it to the worm ;
Well—what matter? 1% is only

The elay dress our ducling wors
God bath robed ber as un angel,

She hath need of this e more;
Fold her bands, and o'er hor pillow

Soatter flowers all pute and white,
Kiss that marble brow, and whisper,

Onoe again, » Inst Gaed might.

Ecien Grev.

Woshington, Marck 174882

For the National Era.
ANCIENT AND MODERN POLITICIANS.
BY WILLIAM JAY.

We all know the miraculous deliverance
vouchsafed to Daniel, the attestation, borne b:
an angel from Heaven, of the approbation of h
Maker for his obedience to the higher law, and
his refusal to obey a constitutional but wicked
enactment; and we also know the exeoration
which, for a long series of centuries, has at-
tached to the memories of the Babylon politi-
ciang, who, for selfish purposes, the
of a bideous law, and then sought the
ifo of & righteous man for refusing to obey it.
The conduct of Daniel, y sanctioned
a8 it was by Ged himself] is an example for u
and teaches us our du iuregudtomohhp.i
uirements as we believe to be ginful.
"%"ha politicians of Babylon sought office by
offering incense to the vanity of the KinF. The
slave power is with us the source of office.
When this power was recently about to select
s President to di ita patronage, our rival
politicians, greedy for office, with orfental ob-
sequiousness, courted its favor by erying before
it, not, indeed, “Oh, King, live forever!” bat,
“the Fugitive Law—it shall be enforced, it shall
not be repealed—it i= & rivavLiTy.” Yet this
law, which is to be like that of the Medes and
Persians, which altereth not, is one so cruel,
unjust, and intensely odious, so ive to
man, 8 inmhin&to God, that it was passed by
s munority of the House of Representatives,
and under the gag—its advooates not daring
to permit a discussion of its atrooities.
Le politicians of Babylon sought to put

| Daniel to death, ostensibly out of compliment

to the King and the Constitution. How nearly
akin to this policy were the recent efforts to
condemn to the gallows thirty-nine of our own
citizens, on the sudacious protext that they had
levied war against tho United States!! Had
Casper Hanway, who was tried for his life for
declining to nssist in arresting fugitive slaves,
been put to death, would his executioners have
been less guilty, in the sight of Heaven, than
those who oast Daniel into the den of lions?
Hanway acted on preocisely the same principle
with Daniel—that of obeying Ged rather than
man; and there can be no question that his
conduct was approved by his Maker.

If it be asked by any, What is the duty of
Anti-Slavery Christians in reference to the Fu-
gitive Law ! the conduct of Daniel affords, in
my opinion, a full and satisfactory answer—
open, fearless, but passive resistance. No man
oan innocently perform acts, in obedience to a
human law, which he deliberately, conscien-
tiously believes i« forbidden by God. But such
ballia!J does not suthorize him foreibly to inter-
fore to prevent others from obeying the law or
enfercing its penalties.

The A laid down their lives, rather
than obey laws of far less questionable consti-
tutivnal authoerity than the Fugitive Act; bhut
they never attempted to resist the exeoution of
those laws by force of arms. | refer not here
to the fugitive himself. He has all the righta
of a soldier escaping from the enemy. Let it
not, howeyer, be thought we have done all that
is required of us, when we have refused or
avoided a compliance with the unrighteous de-
mands of this excorable statute. Remember
that Daniel's defiance of the King’s deoree was
intentionally public. We owe it to the religion
we profess and to the Master we serve, to let
our h and defianoe of this law be unre-
served and unquestioned.

Nor is this all—as Christiang, 05 patriots, as
lovers of God and man, let us labor, without
cessation and without weariness, to defeat the
attempt of our politicians to render this law as
unchangeable aa that of the Medes and Per-
sisns. Let us pray ngainst it, snd speak aguinst
it, and write aguinst it, and print agaiost it
and vote against it. If need be, let us go to

than outrsge the o
Btothng ak Ve prosets of tho Hatoenady,
A few incarcerations under this horrible law,
for loving mercy and fearing God, will bring
down upon our N cotton politicians
weight of odium little less than that which fell
on their brethren in Babylon, and may, like

In the only true history ever written, we find
a narrative, which, although twenty-five centu-
ries old, bears in several particulars a strong
resemblance to certain events in our own d:g
The King of Babylon waa the source of all offi-
cial power and ewolument in his kingdom ; or,
in more familiar phrase, he was the sole ap-
pointing power. Henoe the office-holders and
office-seckers were ever on the watch to i-
tiate his favor, Ly flattering his vanity, and pro-
fessing devotion to his service. A certain lﬁh
officer, however, disdaining the arts of the self-
ish throng around him, had, by his ability and
integrity, won the confidence of his mas-
ter. So convinoed was the King of the wisdom
and moral independence of this officer, that he
“thought to set him over the whole realm”—
making himT:it prime mini::r& and virtually
4 viceroy. e proposed a; tment ad
dismay among the poliﬁoiszl of lhl:'ylo';‘::l.re It
dashed the hopes of those who were them-
solves in pursuit of the high office; and ns it
would transfer to the favorite the whole official

tronage of the Kingdom, all the office-seckers
alt that henceforth the loaves fishes would
be distributed among men @M different
character from themselves,

A caucus was held, to 8 to pre-
vent the threatened appointment. The whole
subject was discussed, sod the eauous unani-
mously agreed, “ Wo shall not find any occa-
sion against this Daniel, except we find it
against him ooncernini:ha law of his God”
By the Constitution of on, o decree
was “ the supreme law of the itud;” but the
caucus well knew that Daniel acknowledged
and obeyed o still “miener Law.” Henoe it
was determined at onee to flatter the King
and to ruin Daniel by meana of this  higher
law.” As n demonstration of their loyalty to
the Constitution, and of their profound rever-
ence for the King, it was dotermined to request
him to issue & decree forbidding every subject
to ask any petition of any God or man, save of
the Kbgon:{,ﬁwtbpwof&irly ;r,nn-
der the ty of being cnst into a den of lions.
The ticians were well aware that Daniel
not obey this decree, although strietly
oonstitutional, and they were resolved to indict
him for violating it. It was feared, however,
that the King might honor instead of punish-
the honest disoledicnse of his favorite, and

King to declare his decree s PrwaLITY, incapa-
ble, n‘ndor any circumstances, o(repu] or mod-
ification,

should not be n to the law
of the Medes and Persians, that altereth not.”
But it may be said, this, after all, was a sill
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.| ing to follow his advice in

Daniel’s confinement, hasten the revoeation of
a vile edict.
As to the poor, hunted, innocent fugitive, let

man, subject ourselves, at the final nccount, to
the awfui) rebuke, “ [ was an hungered, and ye
gave me no meat; I was thirsty, und ye gave
me no drink; | was a stranger, and yo ook me
not in; naked, and ye clothed me not; sick and
in prison, and ye visited me not: Verily I say
unto you, innsmuch a8 ye did it ot unto one of
the least of these my brethren, ye did it not
unto me.”

For the National Era.

TIMOTHY WORTHINGTON'S CONVERSATIONS
WITH HIS 80N,

Timothy Worthington sat in his arm chair,
musing. He was about seventy years old; his
fuce wore that mixed expression of shrewdness
and caution often observed in men who have,
by slow and toilsome progress, worked their
way to & comfortable property and & highl
respoctable position in society. Such, indmu{
wus Mr. Worthington's fortune. Commencing
in life & poor boy, he had, with a cautious
tread, buffeted the storms of the world, now
turning aside to avoid their fury, and now,
when s favorsble opportunity offered, movin
forward, with a quicker pace, to the goal o
his efforts. In his opinions, as well asin hia
business, he had always watched the popular
tide with an eager eye, and success had reward-
ed him, In his old age he was permitted to
enjoy the fruits of his labor, in & well-earned
competency ; and the title of ‘Squire, given to
bim in consideration of his hum%ﬁu- soveral
years held the office of justice of tho pense,
showed that he was of no mean consideration
among his fellow-townsmen, I

At thoe time at which attention has been
called to him, the old gentlomsan, as wo have
said, sat musing ; a shade of unusual uﬁ
rested upon his face, and the i:ay locks fall-
ing upon his shoulders gave to him something
8 venerable nppearance. A short distance
from him sat his son Peter, whittling and
whistling. The old man loved his boy, and
Peter, as o dutiful son, believed everything his
father bLelieved, and made his every precept
his own rule of action,

* Peter, my son,” said Mr. Worthington,

Peter immediately put his knife into his
ket, a8 was wont when thus ad-

Lﬂ,ﬁ & roverential air gave to his father

his undivided attention.

i Peter, 1 want you to be s great man.”

The boy looked surprised, and thea d

his head, it never having entered his mind that

ly | he aoultihemﬁhing more than an uncouth

driver of oxen,

“ Peter, you ean do it, take my word for it ;
ou can do it you'ulfot the gr{t in you, only
titout. Do na | te yﬂon,umlywa:n be &
Congressmnan, jest as well ns anything.

Peter inJ::nt upon his u dutiful
regard, which seemed to say that he was will.
averything ; and the
old man, drawing himuelf up with an air of
dignified mtbnrity:lrnn.bs to instruct the
boy in the wisdom actical life,

“ Always think before you act, Petor. I've
known many & smart young man used up, by
foolishly bl{orin his own jud t, when

clee he . Th
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us take oare that we do not, through fear of

ence be.twm them and other folks is, they
know 80 much better what's a-going to be pop-
ular; that's it, Peter. They don’t sit down
and arguo that such a thing is right, and such
o thing is wrong, and thorefore they'll do so
and 0. Why, my stars! half the time they'd
be on the unpopular side of the question, if
they did this : and then, what would become
of them? Why, the people wouldn’t support
‘em a bit longer, and they might as well give
up, first, s last, all hopes of gitting any more
oes. And what's a politicinn without office ?
Why, he ean’t live without it. The fact is, if
A man's a-going into public life, he must look
around, and see what other folks think about
matters and things.
“If he's 8-going to be a dooctor, he must give
way a little to other people’s notions. If his
patient thinks he's sick, and jsn’t, he musto’t
tell him he's weoll. Ho must put on a long
face, and !a{I he's very sick; and he must
give him a little something, and say that'll
curo him. And then, when he gets well—no
matter if it is a long while—so much the bet-
ter for the dootor ; when he gets well, every.
body'll say, what a smart doctor!  So he must
humor the whims of everybody, the old Indies
in ticular; because if he seta himself up
n them, they'll think he's a-trying to
make out they don’t know much about such
thinga. So, of course, they'll try to keep
themselves up, and they'll tell everybody he
don’t know anything about his business. And
when it comes to this, be may as well leave,
for it won’t be hardly safe for him to go into
anybody’s house to seo agsick man, But jest
lot him keep in with everybody that pretends
to kuow anything about medicines, and he'll
o along smoothly enough, No matter if he
oesn't cure many people; if they only oure
themselves, he'll git the oredit of it, and that'll
bring him his bresd and butter, and the good
will of his neighbors; and & man without
either of these is in & rather bad fix, according
to my ideas,
“No, if he's & minister, he must be
caroful what ho says, and how he acts. It
won't do for him to run down everything that
aint jest right anccording to his notions. He
must first consider carefully what people will
bear, if ho wants to Lave influence among
them. If he gits into a place where temper-
ance is popular, let him bo a strong temper-
anoe man, and he'll be popular too. Let E:n
ch lonlﬁ:ermona about temperance, and
enounce rum-sellers, and call them all
sorts of hard names, and everybody’ll shake
their heads,and say he isn't afraid to speak the
truth when it ought to be spoke. But if he gits
where peoplo like the creetur a leetlo, and he
finds two or three rich rum-sellers in his church,
he must be very particular to show these gen-
tlemen that he thinks them jest as as
anybody. When be is asked what he thinks
of drinking snd selling liquora, he must talk,
in a roundabout way, about the sin of intem-
sarnnoe, and of being temperate in eating and
rinking, but be very sure to say nothing that
anybody’ll take to themsclves. Whenever he
meets & drunken loafer in the street, he ma
show a8 much disgust as he likes, and in this
way he’ll prove how he hates the sin of drunk-
onness. HBut he mustn’t preach any temper-
ance sermons: he can preach about some other
sin jost as bad, and nobody’ll trouble him—
80 he'll be doing others jost a8 much good, and
bring no harm to himself neither. Porhaps
the people ure almost all sbolitionists; then
he can preach against slavery, and make him-
sell amazingly popular, and do s wonderfal
sight of But if hoo?ou to erying out
inst what a good many of his people thinks

s 00 harm ip, he'll soon find himself in hot

water. Lat him bo quiet about these things,
wad . 'nﬂhvhﬂ bklm is
wrong, and no as any interestin keeping
up, and people wi['l believe him.
“Of course, the great objeet is to preach so
that folks 'll believe you; if l.her don’t, they
won't hire you, and then you can’t do no good
to them nor yourself neither. But you always
preach what they like, and l.hey‘{l drink it
right down, and they won’t make no crooked
faces, neither ; and if you git into any trouble,
they'll stick to vou, and no mistake. They
won’t flinch a hair.

“ 8o, you see, Peter, if you want to git alon
smooth in the world, and have folks thin
you're & wise man, the way is, when any new
thing comes up, always to keep your eye out,
and wee which way the cat’s a-going to jump;
and, when you see anything isn’t s-going to
take well, even sposin’ it does look fair on the
fioe of it, yeu jest kecp shady. Ifit's right, it
’ll come up by and by. You jest let somebody
else, that's fool enough, fight for it now; but
you keep clear till you soe it's a-going to be
popular, and then, when other people are jeat
ready to believe it, you come out for it strong,
and everybody Il say you're & great man.
There’s nothing like studying human natur,
Peter. You jest understand what poople is
mado of, and you ean do what you’re a-mind to
with em. It's my opinion you’d better study
it, my son, and, when you git ready for it, enter
politics ; and then, if you follow my advice, you
ean be one of the biggest men in the gountry.
You've got talents enough; all you want is o
little more human natur, and that I ean give

n
The old man, during this discourse, had been
#0 absorbed with his own thoughts and the
ans he had in view for his darling Peter, he

not noticed that the boy’s eyelide had
gradually droopod, until he had becomo seem-
ingly unognmioul of em;;tl;in that wae l.n:;—

in his presence. Such, however, was the
l:l::‘ Peter had wearied in his attention, and
now, locked in the arma of sleep, wns as insen.
sible as a block, even tol:he ood of wisdom
that was pouring in upon him,
Here we shall leave the twe. If the publie
shall seem to be interested in them, we may
continue, from time to time, our narrative of
the conversation of this remarkable old man
with his son. Indeed, we think that, in this
day of hot-headed young men, advios 0 replete
with practioal wisdom as that of Mr, Worth-
ington should bo made public, in order that
the youthu:h[lmi\?mi in ;ol?: to d;:llnb’thn
destiny of mighty Republic may t
and our coun ‘bc saved from the l‘ri;lnfﬁ
fossing to mot from some thing w
l::y style principle, are Mnhﬁ to plunge

CHABOD.
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For the National Era.
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MARK SUTHERLAND:

on,
FOWER AND PRINCIPLE.

—
BY EMMA D. K. N. BOUTHWORTH.

CHAP. IX.
Changes.
" Inadella~"Tia & bubbling world—
“ Mr. Graver~Ok ! 'tis an atrocious world !
(It will be burnt up one day—that's & comfort.”)
Eighteen months have passed since Mark
Sutherland left his home. Eighteen months
of persevering study, of unsuccessful effort,
and oil' . ied wan, i'll‘l, l.nlll hi::i“ liilc
n Cincinnati, quite penniless, nearly
mu. Hiu efforts to find employment here
Bre unavai He has not even the means to
pey his boar: situation in which many &
wonh{ud promising young man has found
himself, who has afterwards nevertheless rison
to fame or fortune. Embu-ndn%md dis-
i tion whils

;?:i','mm mn:‘nﬁ: k back upon,

unexceptionable. He felt therefore certain of
being able to offer more than an equivalent for
the salary. He saw, too, that the office of =
teacher, by leaving him many hours of the da;
and the whole of Saturdays and holydays free
would afford ample leisure for the pursvit of
his legal studies.

_He called for writing materials, and imme
diately wrote and mailed a letter of applics
tion. He was searcely anzious about the re
sult—only a little interested to know whether
he should get the situation, and what sort of «
one it would be, when it was got: whother it
would be the place of assistant in a public
wcademy, or that of tutor in a private family
also, whether his temporary home should be in
the cold North or the sunny South, the pops
lous East or the sparsely.settled West, or iu
the indefinite country between them : lasti+
wi}}h what sort of people he should find Lin.
self.

Bat, upon the whole, he scarcely hoped to
got o response to his applioation, as tho pape:
containing tho advertisement was several days
old wheo be first saw it. Therefore, when days

d into weeks, and wocks became o montl;,

e gave up all hope of obtaining an soswer
without much disappointment

At length—as generally happens after ex
pectation sickens and dies, and s buricd—th
unlooked.for letter arrived. It contatued «
proposition from Colonel Ashley, of Virginis,
tofngage Mr. Sutherlund as private tutor, to
prepure his two younger sons for the unive
sity, offering in remuneration a very liberal

ary, and requesting, in the ovent of M:

Sutherland’s aceeptance, that he would roply
promplly, and follow his own letter in 1.;xmh
A8 800N A8 ible,

Mark sat down and wrote at once, closing
the contract, and promising to be at Ashley
by the first of March.

It was now near the last of Fehroary. 1
sold his horse, paid his bill at the hotel, an!
having money enough remaining to take Lim
te Virginia, left the same afternoon by the
steamboat up the river, and met the stage
Wheeling. After two or three days’ truvel
ling upon the turnpike road through the most
sublime and beautiful mountain and valley
scenery in the world, he arrived, late one even-
ing, nt the little hamlot of Ashley, situnted in
# wild and picturesque gap of the Blue Ridge.
Here, at the little inn, he ordered supper,
and purposed to spend the night. But he had
scarcely entered the little bed-room allotted to
him, with the intention of refreshing himself
with ablutions and a change of dress, befure
the head of the host was put through the door,
and the information given that &I. Ashley's
carriage had come to meet Mr. Sutherland, and
wos waiting Lelow, He finished his toilet,
however, before leaving his room.

He found the little parlor occupied by two
boys, of about thirteen and fifteen yenrs of age,
disputing the possession of a pistol, which, m
the wrestle that ensucd, went of—harmlesaly.
And befote Mark could repfove them for thewr
'i:rrudanaeilth came tod,meot himm‘l'ha elder
y oup in hand, inquired, respectfully—
“ Are you Mr. Su‘t‘nrlmd, srl” .
“Yes, my son ; have you business with me ¥
“ Father has sent the earriage for you, sir—
that is all. My name is Honr;—-ho‘u Richard.
St. Gerald, you know, is in Washington. He
is in Congress, you know, and has mads a
great specch—futher says, one of the greatest
speeches that has been made sinee”——
“Oh, sho /! He's n great deal older than we
are, Mr. Sutherland ; and he's only our half-
brom besides. li)':; %{:n't&o:daurythin »
sai younger boy, Rich ressing
last phrase. accompanied by a punch in the
lid‘a,lto his brother. " e

‘1 am to meetl with yon, 4
do you do, Richard?” said Mr. Sutherland,
giving s hand to each of the boys.

“And 80,” he added, smiling 0 himself and
at them, “this new star of the Capitol—this
eloquent and admired St. Gerald Ashley—is a
relative of youars?”

“Ouar brother,” said Henry.,

“Qur half brother,” amended Richard, fa-
voring his senior wish another,malicious dig in
the ribs. .

Hereupon anather little souflle ensued, whick
Mr. Satherland ended, by saying—

“ Come—shall we go on to Ashley Hall, ot
will you take supper first, here, with me ?”

“Take su first here, with you,” assent
ed the boys, who could have been tempted by
nothing but the novelty to foregn their father s
sumptuous supper-table for this poor tavern
meal.

“It was kind to come and mect me. Bat
how did o"u&u that | should arrive this
em:ing?'? '

“Oh, we dignot guess. Father thought it
was about time you should come, and he sent
the oarringe, and intended to send it every
stage-day until you did come, or write, or some-
thing. f"n.l.her would bave eome himself, only
he -rid home to read St. Gerald's groat

ch."”

“St. Gerald” was evidently the hero of
Henrg’l worship.

While they supped, their horses were fod
oand watered. And half an hour afterward
Mr. Satherland and his pupils entered the enr-
ringe, and were driven to Anhl? Hall, It was
uite dark when the earriage drew up beforc
3:0 door of a lnrge, rambling old building of red
un:hum:} scarcely to be distinguished from
the irregular masses of rocks rising Lehind and
around it. A bright light illumined tho hall,
where the travellers were roceived by a negro
man in waiting, who would have conduoted
them into a drawing-room on the left, hut thas
Henry and Richard, breaking violently forward,
threw open the door upon the right, exclaim-

ing—

“ Father's in here. He is come, father! We
{@nd him at the village.”

A gnh.l wood fire binzed and orackled in
the wide, old-fashioned chimney of this room ;
and near it, in an easy-chair heside a candle
stand, sat an old gentleman, engaged in read.
in; o newspaper. No whit disturbed by the
boisterous onslaught of the hoys, he
Inid aside his paper and stood wp—an of
sized, attenuated old man, with & thin, flutled
face, and & hend of hair as white and soft as

abyss into which the wild purposes ofmm "cotton-wool. He stood, alightly trembling with

partial paral bat received Mr, Sutherland
with the n..’.'.':....., of an old-school gentle-

man.
The boys hurried about their own business.
The man-servent placed an arm-chair for
Mr. Batherland. And when the Iatter was
fairly seated, the old gentleman resumed his
own seat, and inquired whether his guest had
supped. Being answered in the afirmative, ho
nevertholess ordered rofreshments to be served

A stand, with wine, sandwiches, cake, and
fruit, was placed between them; and while
they discussed these, the old tleman, i an
indiffarent sort of manner, “By the way,
Mr, Sutherland, have you seen Monday's pa-
per, with the debate on the tariff? Here it s;
tako it—look over it. Never mind me, I would
prefer that you should see it now. If snything
strikes on,m read it aloud, will you?

Mll'l took the but found the “de-
bate” to be all on one side, snd in the mouth
of one i:g.i;idusl. to wli{f-:-the ll;!oo. St. Guiuld

ran his eye over ft—
ﬁ'm m; cheese and e.r,uhlq and
pretending to eat, not to interrupt him. ¥ Do
you wish me to read this debate aloud, sir?”
asked Hn:umqllnﬂ, inclined to indulge
the .

's pride.
“Yeos, "'llir:h.ﬂdllll,luﬂin&md.
erumbling soda-orackers, * yes, if it
not tire you.”
“Oh, by no means,” answered Mark ; and
forthwith
The celebrated speech was, indeed, s master-

piece of legislative 'and Mark Suth-
erland was an mmmu Ho read,

the
the Democrats will find to say to that /7 &o.
Finally, lay, ot the fever inte which he

i T L s |

-

e

.



